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Attention Span 


The phone rings. | jerk upward, sitting up on the bed. What the hell? It rings again and | frown but answer it. 
"Hel-" | swallow, push away a roaming hand and try again "Hello?" 


"Slash?" The voice at the other end of the line has way too much enthusiasm for this time of night. "Slash? 


I've got an offer you cant turn down!" 


How the hell had a telemarketer gotten a hold of this phone number? "Who is this?" | ask and absently push 
down the blond head kissing its way up my chest. 


"Phill Now-" 
"Phil? Phil who?" 
"You just met me at the bar, remember? I'm putting out an album. You said you'd play!" 


„| did? "Um." | stifle a moan and swat at the blond. He pouts. ‘I'm busy, | mouth to him. He rolls his eyes. 


‘Okay, so you didn't actually say you'd play. You said you'd think about it, BUT-" 


Duff scoots down so his mouth is even with my hips and gives me a positively evil smile. | try to push him 
away, but he captures my free hand, pinning it to the bed. He stares straight at me as his tongue slides 
slowly over his lips. | inhale sharply. 


"Phil? Phil, right? Um..can |-" Duff finally puts his mouth to work and | can't stop the moan this time. Damn it, 
Duff... "Can | call you back?" 


"What? Why-?" 


"Seriously, dude, call me back-" | try to think up a good time but Duff, sensing my attention wandering, nips 


playfully. | growl at him, my eyes narrowing. He grins and swallows me whole again 
"When-" 


| watch Duff's bobbing head for a few more seconds before | close my eyes and let my head roll to the side, 
pushing into the pillow. "Anytime. Anytime's good" 


‘But-" Whatever, dude. | press random buttons, cutting the guy off short and, certain that the conversation is 
over, throw the phone to the other side of the room. Free, | reach down to grab a fistful of Duffs hair, 
pulling him up. | kiss him quick and fierce. "You," | finally say, "are a bastard" Duff grins and nips my bottom 


lip. 


